THE LAST DAY                              193
4 Are you pretending or don't you really understand, Anen? The situation is most serious. You shouldn't . . .*
"O Jesus!" I moaned An explosion threw me against the wall It took my breath away, I struggled for air, and called. "Scholar! Scholar!"
No one answered
The boys came running to me, and pulled me up on my feet I looked around, There was no more pillbox, no more machine gun. A huge smoking crater was there, with earth piled up high all around as if it had been dug out evenly by the hand of man,
Scholar was under the debris, buried up to his neck It was as if someone had put him there, standing, and piled all the stones around him. Only his head stuck out His face was livid with pain. I ran over to him and began to throw off the stones. He opened his eyes, but their heavy lids ware veiled by a curtain of blood streaming from a head wound I wiped them tenderly.
**I wanted you to go down!* Scholar shouted, T[ told you to go down' I knew it would happen. . * * One does know these things, always. Are you aH rigjht, Aneri, are you all
I held his head in both my hands. I could not raise him anv higher. The boys were feverishly clearing away the debris, trying to free him.
"Don't shout, Scholar, I can hear you weJ I am all right,9* I kept repeating* "Are you in pain? Well get you out of here.**
Scholar looked at me with his glorious eyes. Quiet teais rolled down his cheeks, mixing with blood.
"Don't, don't ay, Scholar,* I begged, sobbing TDcmlt eiy. Well get you out Don't cay, it will be all right"
With both hands I stroked his bloody, martyred head, kissing his eyes.